98                OUT OF MY COFFIN
decision that I was not to go to any theatre until
I was eighteen.
As usual, we were staying at the H6tel Vouillemont
in the rue Boissy d'Anglas, a favourite gathering
place of leading members of international society.
My father possessed many friends in this interesting
circle, among them the old Countess Rcewuska, who
was an aunt of the Caetani, and had been a great
beauty in her day.   At the time of which I am
writing she was ninety, but her brilliant intelligence
seemed to become sharper and clearer as the years
went by, instead of dimming.   She held a salon in
Paris, that was the envy of many of the younger
hostesses.   Old and young alike, from all parts of
the world, used to flock to her daily " at homes "
from six o'clock in the evening, until eight.   She
adored my father; I can hear her now, exclaiming
as we entered her drawing-room:   " Checco, nous
apporte de Rome CL Paris, la coupole de St. Pierre
sur sa tgte et le ruban tricolore autour du cou ! (Checco
brings to us in Paris from Rome the dome of St.
Peter on his head and the tricolour ribbon round
his neck.) By this she meant that my father carried
with him the spirit of Rome, so Roman was he, and
yet mentally he was modern Italy.
I have so far forgotten to mention that " Checco/1
a diminutive of Francesco, was the name by which
he was known to all.
One evening when dinner was over, my father went
out as usual and I retired to my room. After my
maid had settled me for the night, I got up and
re-dressed. I descended the stairs, looking cautiously
round hoping I should meet nobody I knew. Luck
was with me- I slipped out of the hotel door unseen.